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The Words and Music of this Song will be sent to any address, post-paid, on 
receipt of 40 cents, by H. J. Wehman, P. O. Box 1823, New York City. 
Catalogue of Songs, Books, Novelties, &c., sent free. 
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’Way down upon de.Swanee Bibber, 

Far, far away, ! 

Bar’s wlia my heart is turning ebber, 

Bar’s wha de old folks stay. 

All up and down de whole creation, 

Sadly I roam, 

Still longing for de bid plantation, 

And for de old folks at home. 

Ch< >kus. 

All de world am ? ad and dreary, 

Eb’ry where I roam ; 

Oh ! darkies, liov. y heart grows weary, 
Far from de o 1 ' '\a at home. 

All ’round de little ,T n I wander' d, 

V 

When I was you ^ ; 

Ben many happy C ys I squander'd— 

Many de songs I mg. 

When I was playing: wid my brudder, 

Happy was I ; 

Oh ! take me to my kind old mudder, 

Bar let me live and di e.— Chorus. 

One little liut among de bushes — 

One dat I love — 

Still sadly to my m'ry rushes, 

No matter wher *. rove. 

When will I see de bees a-liumming 
All ’round de comb ? 

When will I hear de banjo trimming 
Down in my good old home? — Chorus. 

St,. Aw York. 




